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little cottage by the roadside, to bid her farewell. She
was an aged woman, and when her son left her to join
his companions, she followed him to the door weeping,
wringing her hands in great distress, and imploring
the widow's God to protect her only son. She had had
four; all of whom went forth, with an American
mother's blessing, to fight in defence of their country;
and this one alone, returned alive from the field of
battle. Now as he took his final departure for the
South, she clasped her hands, raised her tearful eyes to
heaven, and while large drops rolled over her wrinkled
cheeks, she cried, " Oh, God, protect my only one, and
return him to me in safety, ere I die." This scene, the
imprisoned, and as some supposed, heartless Indian,
watched with interest; no part of it escaped his atten-
tion ; but they passed on, and safely reached Detroit.
The prisoners were conducted to a hotel and secured
for the night; our Indian hero being consigned to an
attic, which they supposed a safe place for him. There
happened to be on that night, a company of showmen
stopping at that hotel, and exhibiting wax-work;
among the rest, was a figure of General Brock, who
fell at Queenston Heights, and a costly cloak of for,
worn by the General previous to his death. Nothing
of this escaped the eagle-eye and quick ear of the
Indian. When all was quiet in the hotel, he com-
menced operations, for he had made up his mind, to
leave, which with the red man is paramount to anout with
